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DrmtjrHmpets And Jhat. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet • 

Now the King drinfccs to Ham r et,comcbcgmnc. 

A‘id you the ludges beare a wary eye* 

Ham, Come on fir. 

Laer . Come my Lord. 

H am a One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham . Judgement. 

,Oftr. A hic,av?ery palpable hit. 

Laer, WeII,againe. 

K ing. Scay,giue me dri&kc,Hamlet this pearle is thine, 
Heei^s to thy health 5 giuchim the cup. 

H am: He play this bout firft/ec it by awhile 
Come,anothcr hit. Whatfayyou? 

Laer, Idoeconfeft. 

King, Our ionne fhall winne. 

Qae e. Hee’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Hcere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy brewes. 

The Qjeene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet . i I 
H am. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrard]Aoc not drinke. 

Qucc, I will my Lord,I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup > it is too late. 

Ham* I dare not drinkey et Madam, by and by. 

Quee, Comc,let me wipe thy face. 

Laer, My Lord,lIehit him now. 

King, I doe not thinks. 

Laer, Andyctitisalmoft againftrny confcience, 

H am. Com for the third Laertes ,you doe but u ally. 

I pray you pafle with your befi violence 
I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo come on. 

Oftr, Nothing ncithcrw.ay 
Laer . Haue at you now, 

King, Past them, they are i 
H am. Nay come againe. 

Oftr. LookecotheQueenethsre hoe. 

H ora. They bleed on both fidcSihow.is it my Lord^ 

Oftr . Hofti &Lacres> 

Leacr* Why as a woodcock totninc owne iprindge.O/W^ 
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^ Ft true of Dem'j,arkt. 

If, .Sly UM with wine ownc treachery. 

* H am How does the Qucene . 

No medcin in the world can do thee good, 

In thee there is not halfe an hotires lie. 

The treacherous inftrument .s in my ha^^ 
Vnbated and enuenom d, th^. fou. p 

jf' Oy«° deftndm"Vtie I ,ds,lamb«‘' h «' t - 

dm'. Here thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixc heere . 

I am dead UorAtio, wretched Qireene ad.ew 
You that looke pale and tremble at this cl , 
That are but mutes, or audience to this att. 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftri6t in his arreft. O I could tell you . 

But let it be ; H*raf/ 0 lamdead, 4 
Thouliueft, report me aad my caule aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

1 f ora* Neuer belecue it; 
lam more an antikcRomane then a Dan , 

Hccre syetfome liquor lefr. 

Ham. As th art a roan , 

Giue me the cup, let goe, by hcauen 1 e * 


c. 


Mame 
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